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The Paintings
of Some of the
Modern Mas-
ters Show the

Feminine

Poses They

Consider Most
Beautiful and

Natural.

“When she Is happy.” announced
the club editor.

“When she Is serving Dbreakfast
coffee, dressed in a pretty negligee,”
opined the art editor. “There's a
wonderful charm about a woman in
simple morning dress at the head of
her own table She looks like the
spirit of domesticity, the genius of
the home—when the negligee is
clean."”

I, too, like a pretty woman best in
negligee," the Story Lady agreed.

“In a ball gown she has nothing
on her mind but coquetting and get-
ting partners. She is keved up and
self-conscious and purposely pretty.
In a tallor gown ler mind is bent on
nothing but getting somewhere. She
is too sharply defined. Sitting back
in her box at the opera her thoughts
are all on the impression she is
making.

“In a negligee she is real, com-
fortable, receptive. Her true nature
and the charm of her womanhood

“Lady At Mirror,"” By Fred C. Frieseke,

have a chapcs for free play. I like
her best that way.”

“A pretty girl'looks preitiesl when
she lifts her head suddenly, startled
by something,” sald the auto editor.

“My sister looks prettiest when she
is angry. Her eyes get blg and bril-
liant, her checks red, and she's

h!‘ "

“Me for the pretity girl sitting on
a front porch on a summer evening
before dinner, in a white dress all
frills and flounces,” was the vote of
the office humorill-at-large

“I like to see her walking, with

o A WOMAN %
PRETTIEST ?

her cheeks gelling pinker and pink-
er and the wind blowing her hair™
sald the artist al the window desk.

“Lots of the girl art students
tome out to our bungalow to stay all
night We git around in our nighties
talking about the blg pictures we
are going to paint some day,” the
girl illustrator breathed in a confl-
dential aslde, “and I always think
that the best picture 1 could make
would be to paint them just as they
are then, in thelr nightgowns. 1
guess it's the long, flowing lines of
the gowns that have so much charm

for me. Then the girls are always
8o much the Illbv]\!‘ when (hey weur
them,  There fsn'l any man around
to make them affected They are
their natural selves.”

The girl cub reporter listened.

“Be your own sweel galf and vou
will be your prettiost. all of you
geem (o think. Nobody has a kind
word for the girl topged out In her
party clothes.”

“1 haw " broke in the saciely ed-
ftor. “Thut's how | see her oftenest.
she's exquisite ™

"Oh, o A pretty womap always
looks her prettiest in a negligee,”
the society editor's dssistant inter-
rupled, holding ler hand over the
mouth of the receiver into whiech
she had been talking, “but thL- negli-
gee must be a elean one.’

11::» sociely editor retlected

‘Perhaps vou are right,” she said,
“The natural woman is the pretifegt
woman,"

The humorist of the sporling
uaruj in mext,

“Wlen she's got g neat white
apron on and is Serving gruh, (hat's
when a woman laoks her prettiest 1o
me.  Her cheeks are flushad apd—
and—oh, well, that's when she looks
good

“It isn't the grub. She's a real
woman then, not a plusl hiorse. She
Elves me the home-y fep oy
uud Ao ¥ feeling through

“I don't like her beg
showing three s(uare vards of
u:m le in au uperg box, or Sl[lplug
cocktails in a cale, or marading {he
town with nine fﬁet of feathors on
the top of her head. Op when ghe's
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when she's

“*Day Dreams,’” By Fred G. Carpenter.

making g hosiery show of herself on
1 Windy day She doesn’t lbok her
prettiest 10 me (hep.'

“When she is putting our lhaby to
sléep, or hearing Billie boy say his
prayers, that's whenp It makes me
tighten up around the heart strings
and ating around (he eves to look al
my wife," said the fearure writern
“She looks her preitiest to,me all
the time, Dut at (Lose occipations
she luoks more of an angel (han
evd),"”

The fraternal editor put away his
paste pot, prepuratory to leaving for
the night

“Speaking of dressers,

“the way my wife wreathes ber hoad
With ber arms while uncoiling ber
hair and taking out (he hairpins
makes about as pretty a pleiure as a
womin could muake of herself”

“I'like 10 50 a pretiy woman with
her heoad boent over a book.” ven-
tured the literary editor. “There Is
such ‘charm in the serepity of her
pose™

Everybody forgot 1he news burea
editor-was in Lis wsual corner antll
fis voice wis heard acruas tlie room.

“A woman coming gladly 10 greet
¥OU, say, opeming a door. with A
smile of welcome on her favo—that’s
my notlon of a woman at her pref-
tiest,” he snid

1 don't cdure Lhow she's lrossed,
She musn't be a -.|n.\ dy. or have but-
luns missing off Le A.lun  or unticy
hair, but she ne ql-u puss muster at
a  beauty show. All I'd ask is &
Woman'a face full of warmih and
welcome—for me "
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